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At this upon the sward
She tapt her tiny silken-sandal'd foot:
'That's your light way; but I would make it
death
For any male thing- but to peep at us/
Petulant she spoke, and at herself she laugh'd ;
A rosebud set with little wilful thorns,
And sweet as English air could make her, she :
But Walter hail'd a score of names upon her,
And epetty Ogress/ and 'ungrateful Puss/
And swore he long'd at College, only long'd,
All else was well, for she-society.
They boated and they cricketed ; they talk'd
At wine, in clubs, of art, of politics ;
They lost their weeks, they vext the souls of
deans;
They rode; they betted ; made a hundred frienda
And caught the blossom of the flying terms,
But miss'd the mignonette of Vivian-place,
The little hearth-flower Lilia.    Thus he spoke,
Part banter, part affection.
'True/ she said,
e We doubt not that.    O yes, you miss'd us much,
I'll stake my ruby ring upon it you did/
She held it out; and as a parrot turns
Up thro* gilt wires a crafty loving eye,
And takes a lady's finger with all care,
And bites it for true heart and not for harm,
So he with Lilians.    Daintily she shriek'd
And wrung it    e Doubt my word again !' he said.
{Come, listen!   here is proof that you  were
miss'd:
We seven stay'd at Christmas up to read;
And there we took one tutor as to read :
The hard-graia'd Muses of the cube and square
Were out of season : never man, I think,
So moulder'd in a sinecure as he :
For while our cloisters echo'd frosty feet,